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The B.E.F. was still in being, and still a formidable fighting force, after
recovering from exhaustion, as von Kluck found to his cost when he
fell back.

10
A SILENT CITY
Paris was deserted when we entered it on September 2nd, that day
when Foch turned the tide of battle on the Marne. A million and a half
people had fled. It was so quiet that morning in Paris that the heels of
my two companions and myself were loud on the deserted pavements.
It was a city of shuttered shops, and barred windows, and deserted
avenues.
A very old cab crawled into view with a knock-kneed horse which
staggered aimlessly down the street, and with an old cocker who looked
about him as though lost in this abandoned city. He started violently
when we hailed him and stared at us as nightmare creatures in a bad
dream after an absinthe orgy. I had to repeat an address three times
before he came out of his coma.
"Hotel St. James et d* Albany. Ecoutez done., man vieux /"
He clacked his whip with an awakening to life.
"Allez!" he shouted to his bag of bones.
Our arrival at the Hotel St. James et d'Albany was a sensation. The
concierge and his wife believed the Germans had come, when they
heard the noise of our horse's hoofs clattering into the silence of their
courtyard. The manager, and the assistant manager, and the head
waiter, and the head waiter's wife, and the cook, greeted us with the
surprise of people who behold an apparition.
"The hotel is shut up. Everybody has fled. We were expecting the
Boches."
We had added a little item of history to that old mansion where the
Due de Noailles lived, where Lafayette was married, and where
Marie Antoinette saw the faces of her friends when she passed on the
way to the scaffold.
That day we had a deep emotion in our hearts because Paris was still
untouched, and because, by some miracle, the enemy, so very close, had
not yet tramped into its streets. How sharp and clear were all the build-
ings under that cloudless sky! Spears of light flashed from the
brazen winged horses above Alexander's bridge, and the dome of the
Invalides was a golden crown above a snow-white palace. The Seine
poured in a burnished stream beneath the bridges, and far away